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* We won't go home till morning,* was their song.
We hailed those revellers with a gentle cheer;
And c Ahl that that truly British strain,' said we,

* Is livelier than, Mourir pour la patrie.' "x

Despite the sufferings of the factory operative and the slum-
dweller, there was something incorrigibly jolly about England.
If it was given the chance to be, it was fundamentally healthy,
kept its pores open and its heart kindly and merry. It did so
when it could, even in the new towns. With the passing of the
Factory Act in 1850 and the legal enforcement of a Saturday
half-holiday, the week-end habit began and, as wages increased,
the supply of cheap amusement arose to cater for the demand.
It was often of a rather vulgar, garish, sodden kind: there was
much drunkenness and often a good deal of brutality. But at
its core was an invincible love of good fare and of sport. In
Lancashire and the West Riding, gala days, wakes and feasts
emptied the mine and stopped the wheels of the mill at customary
times each year. Excursion trains, packed with pale-faced workers
and their families with bands, banners and bottled beer, descended
annually from the cotton towns on Rock Ferry and Blackpool: it
was close by the cheap ferry from Liverpool to the Cheshire shore
that Nathaniel Hawthorne in 1853 saw a working man pulling
from his pockets oyster after oyster "in interminable succession5*
and opening them with his pocket-knife. There was whippet-
racing and pigeon-flying for miners and scarlet-vested railway
navvies, horse-racing of a rough kind on the Yorkshire and
Lancashire moors, wrestling, boxing, quoits, bowls, and cricket
and football of an order more democratic and vigorous than
any that would be officially recognised to-day. In London the
working-class population affected the open-air gardens where
in the summer families could eat, drink and be merry at little
expense. Vauxhall, sinking rapidly lower in the social scale,
lingered on until 1859; Cremorne in Chelsea, founded by a
uniformed Prussian baron in 1830, proffered fireworks, cascades,
balloon ascents, bad music, rather indecorous dancing, alfresco
theatrical entertainments and polar bears in white cotton trousers
to very mixed company; and there were pleasure gardens at
Chalk Farm, Hackney, Hoxton, the Eagle, Islington, the Red
House, Battersea, and many another suburban resort. In all
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